HONGKONG—MACAO
After this we saw the Little Goose Pagoda, which is a
semi-ruin, split down the middle by an earthquake, and
the Mohammedan mosque in the city, and the Drum
Tower. This afternoon we drove out to Lintung, a famous
hot springs resort lying right under the mountain, in the
direction of Tung-kwan. We bathed at the bath-house in
its willow-pattern garden of pools and bridges. The water
has no very remarkable properties: it neither stinks nor
fizzes, nor is it in the least discoloured. But it is nice and
warm.
It was here that the Generalissimo was arrested by the
commander of the Young Marshal's bodyguard on the
12th of December, 1936. You can still see the dent of a
bullet in one of the scarlet wooden pillars outside his
sleeping-pavilion, and high above, on the mountain path,
the rocks bear an inscription in red characters telling how,
at this spot, Chiang Kai-shek, who had escaped from the
bath-house in his nightshirt, was caught by the pursuing
soldiers.
Beyond Lintung is the largest tomb in China, that of
the Emperor Ch'in Shih Huang Ti (200 b.c.), who burnt
the scholars' books at a spot where grass has never grown
since. According to legend, he had a marvellous palace,
illuminated by candles which would burn for a thousand
years, and protected by mechanical archers who shot un-
welcome guests. On the mountain-top, we were told, is a
beacon with a 4Wolf! Wolf!' story attached to it. The bea-
con summoned the Emperor's generals in time of danger,
and the Empress lit it for a joke. The generals, arriving
and finding that they had been tricked, were cross, natur-
ally. So that, later, when the Empress was really in the
hands of bandits, they saw the fire and didn't come* So
she died.
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